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But the fit place upon the wall was high
For her, and so I held her in my arms :
And each time that the heavy pruning-hook
I gave her for a hammer slipped away
As it would often, still she laughed and laughed
And kissed and kissed me.    But amid her mirth,
Just as she hung the image on the nail,
It slipped and all its fragments strewed the ground :
And as it fell she screamed, for in her hand	170
The dart had entered deeply and drawn blood.
And so her laughter turned to tears : and ' Oh ! '
I said, the while I bandaged the small hand,—
6 That I should be the first to make you bleed,
Who love and love and love you !'—kissing still
The fingers till I got her safe to bed.
And still she sobbed,—' not for the pain at all,'
She said, ' but for the Love, the poor good Love
You gave me.'    So she cried herself to sleep.
Another later thing comes back to me.	180
'Twas in those hardest foulest days of all,
When still from his shut palace, sitting clean
Above the splash of blood, old Metternich
(May his soul die, and never-dying worms
Feast on its pain for ever !) used to thin
His year's doomed hundreds daintily, each month
Thirties and fifties.    This time, as I think,
Was when his thrift forbad the poor to take
That evil brackish salt which the dry rocks
Keep all through winter when the sea draws in.       190
The first I heard of it was a chance shot
In the street here and there, and on the stones
A stumbling clatter as of horse hemmed round.
Then, when she saw me hurry out of doors,
My gun slung at my shoulder and my knife
Stuck in my girdle, she smoothed down my hair
And laughed to see me look so brave, and leaped
Up to my neck and kissed me.   She was still
A child ;  and yet that kiss was on my lips
So hot all day where the smoke shut us in.	200

